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by old standards, looks as though he kept a stall
may be one of England's four outstanding poets;
and the man who, by old standards, looks as
though he were in the Diplomatic Service, is pro-
bably a chorus man in a musical show. Outward
distinctions, as I have said, are rapidly being
obliterated in all departments and occasions
of London life, but there is no place like the tea-
shop for making everybody the lowest common
denominator of a crowrd. It is now as constant
a feature of London life as the public-house used
to be, and there is scarcely any shopping street
within the six-mile radius where it is not to be
found.
The company at these places is representative
of the note of the district in which each is situ-
ated* In the City the company is clerks and per-
haps junior partners. In Bloomsbury it is
students. In Oxford Street it is women shop-
pers and shop-assistants. Around the railway
termini it is travellers of any and every sort. In
Fleet Street it is journalists and young barristers.
In Whitechapel it is jewellers and furriers. In
Hatton Garden it is pearl and diamond dealers
and their assistants. During the evgning hours
they are used mainly by the lonely; people who
have no homes, but "lodge" somewhere. You
may see there the old book-keeper who sits every
evening at the same table at a given minute of
each evening, and never varies his austere meal